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GLIMPSES OF THE ELEPHANT. 


Very Natural.—“ Holloa! Littleton! I say, have you seen the Fxr- 
pHant?” “No; butI tell you what my boy, when I went home last 
night from the Opera, I heard it!” 


——, 





Mrs. Partinetos, hearing a friend speaking of the condemned 
Poles, whose sentence of death has been commuted by the King of 
Prussia, asked if he meant the Barber Poles? ‘“ No, Madame,” was the 
reply, ‘I meant the North and South Poles!” 





Cu.ororory, the use of which is to produce insensibility in patients, 
was the other day rejected by a lady whose husband had sprained his 
ankle. Her reasons for this odd procedure were, that he did not require 
any additional insensibility ! 








( 











Cutting Weather.—The weather is said to be so cold in Franconi’, 


that the natives lather their faces and run out of doors, when the wind 
cuts their beard off. 





Somesopy says that Architecture is frozen Music; if so, some of the 
Architects of New York must have been very poor players. 
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OUR COLUMN OF FUN! 





“Will you have a cake, Miss?” said an upper crust noodle, the 
other evening, to a young lady forming ow of a select party of twelve. 
Young Lady.—(looking him straight in the eyes)—“1I don’t like 
cakes!” 


“ Arg you this woman’s husband?” was the inquiry a short time 
since. 

“ She took me as such,” was the melancholy reply. “ But she wears 
the breeches, and leaves me nothing but the petticoats. Consequently, 
though I’m her husband, she’s my lord and master. I took her for bet- 
ter, for worse: butthere’s no better to her--she’s all worse!” 


Ran away, on 3d inst., a ran who forgot to pay his debts. 


Tue surest way to help others is to belp yourself; so thinks the thief; 
and as he helps himself he also helps the constable, who nabs him, the 
magistrate who commits him, the turnkey who locks him up, the judge 
who dooms him, and the jailor who imprisons him. 

“ We’rx in the river sticks (Styx), ain’t we, Ma?” cried ajuvenile gra- 
duate, on the Mississippi, as the steamer in which they were sailing struck 
against a snag. 

“No, my dear,” returned his unsophisticated mother, not understand- 
ing the pun, “it is the sticks in the river!” 


Tuere are three ways to handle money successfully—previous to 
which it is necessary to get it. 


Futon Market teems with things that teem everywhere: calves’ 
heads. 


Wit somebody tell us why, aftercommitting matrimony, so many 
nen commit suicide? 


Wuen we consider that the road to political power is the sharpest and 
thorniest that the worid can produce, it is astonishing how great is the 
patriotism that prompts so many people to rush into it! 


WueEn speaking of a man who has taken leave of his seven senses, it 
\isunfashionable to say ‘he isdead.? The phrase ‘ He has lost his appe- 
tite,’ is used in its stead. 





Five Bores.—Nurses to pap us; papersto bore us; lawyers to fleece 
| us; doctors to physic us; and sextons to settle us down ! 
! 
SCENE IN A PRINTING OFFICE, 
| The “ Portland Bulletin’ was lately the scene of a rich adventure, 
which the editor thus relates: 

‘‘ Hilloa! Who tends here?” shouted a specimen from up country, 
as he knocked loudly at our sanctum door with his hickory club. We 
opened the door hastily, named ourself as skipper of the concern, and 
requested to know how we could serve him. 

_* Why, look here,” said Jonathan, striding into the room, and helping 
himself to a seat, ‘look here boss. Nancy and I’ve concluded to be 
spliced. Do yer know Nancy ?” 

We intimated that we had not the pleasure of the lady’s acquaintance. 

_ “ Wal that’s strange tew, remarked our visitor, in a tone of incredu- 
lity. Why, she’s capting Jim’s oldest daughter—on the neck; seems 
though you must have hurn on her.” 
_ ‘‘ Howsoever,” he continued, afier squirting about a pint of tobacco 
Juice among the papers on our table—“ Howsoever, it don’t make no 
difference. Nancy un I’m going to be slung, an wants you to advertise 
itinto your paper. I’ve got the dockermints somers.” 

Afier a long fumbling in the crown of his hat, he drew forth and pre- 
sented us a very greasy piece of paper, on which was written— 








' 
| 
“INTENSHUN OF MARIDGE. 
} 
| 


‘This may surtify that Enos Pepperell un Nancy Perkins calculate to 
| be married about thanksgivin.” 
| “Ivsall reg’lar and accordin’ to law,” said Mr. Pepperell, when we 
| had read it—“ our schuvolmaster drew it up, and he’s hard to be beat, I 


tell you !” 


But, we replied, this is not the way such thingsaredone. You must 
| €0 to your town clerk—he is the man for your business: 
| “The town clerk be darn’d!” ccreamed Jonathan! “ Isay you are 
the man. You need’nt pertend that yer don’t dew such things,—look 
| here”’—and he pulled out an old Umpire which looked as though it had 
served in Mexico, and pointed triumphantly to our listof “ marriages 
| intended.””—“‘ What dew yer say to that ?” 
| We undertook to explain, but he was deaf to all we could offer, and 
| finally left the office in arage, swearing that he knew all aboutit. “O 
| yes! [know’d it.” said he. “Old Captain Jim has bin down and hired 
yer not to do it. But never yer mind. I'll have the gal if I have te 
thrash Captain Jim an all his relations! An as for you, Mister Printer,” 
yelled Enos, coming back from the stairse—“ you’ve no right to be boughs 
Up in this way, rot yer consarn,—an if there's statoote law in Maine 
| you'll getsum, I vow!” : 





THINK THREE TIMES BEFORE YOU SPEAK ONCE. 


(Notwithstanding our usual sagacity some designing villain has stuffed on us 
the following ald joke; but as t Poms me po has certainly put it into new 
toggery we excuse him. Ahem! We shall only publish one hundred and six 
more of the same sort.—Ed. Elephant.} 

“My Dear Sir, now you speak of it, I recollect an anecdote which is 
wonderfully like your’s,” said Mr. Jenkins after just sipping at his glass. 
“It happened in our neighborhood. We had a queer fellow by the 
name of Phill. I believe his name was originally Phillpot. He was as 
fall of all sorts of blunders as Pat, with this difference, Phill’s mistakes 
had not that original sharpness which is observable in the blunders of 
the genuine Hibernian. He wasa sort of man-ofall-work to Colonel 
Gimblet (don’t nod too soon, the Colonel was no bore) and his chief 
duty consisted in keeping the Colonel's regimentals brushed, and his 
boots in polish, of which the Colonel was a little vain. But, besides 
this Phill was wont with his great sprawling mouth spread from ear to 
ear, to cool the Colonel's hot porridge befure he handed it; draw the 
boiling coffee smoking from the pot, and convey to him the brim- 
ming dish of soup from the tureen without spilling a drop. For such 
attentions the Colonel used to repay Phill with a shilling and a slap on 
the shoulder, using at the same time such expreesions as ‘ Good boy, 
Phill !—cussed good! Who'd have thought you could do that?’ point- 
ing victoriously to the dish of soup, and then addressing himself to the 
hot liquid with an appetite peculiar to the Gimblet family.” 

Jenkins coughs, 2 another sip at his glass, and continues: “ One 
morning the Colonel came to put on his hoots to go to parade; he was 
cross and excited, and instead of eommending Phill for the gloss, as was 
his custom, he said, ‘ Phill! do you know that you’ve done ’em poor ?7— 
cussed poor! this morning? Mere horseboy’s work.’ ‘ But look at the 
gloss, Colonel!’ Phill answered. ‘Gloss, you rascal! why they’re as 
dead as a piece of smoked glass ; gloss! Don’t irritate me by an answer, 
Sir—don’t!? Phill saw what was in store for him, so he made haste to 
correct his round assertion ‘Why, I thought,’ said he ‘ they shined 
like a piece of bright silver—a new quarter Colonel!’ ‘ Thought!’ 
ejaculated the enraged officer. ‘It’s a lie; you couldn’t have thought 
any thing about it; but take this, Sir, (handing a quarter) and remember 
the next time to think three times before you speak once!’ ‘I shan't for- 
get it, Colonel,’ answered Phill, with a meaning look.” 

Here Jenkins threw himself back, looked at his friend with a quizzical 
eye, as much astosay ‘My boy, there’s something good coming!” 
swallowed the remainder of his wine, and continued: “ Well, the Col- 
onel pulled on his boots and went to the parade. It was devillish bad 
weather. It rained wild cats, and when he returned to his room, he was 
thoroughly soaked. He found Phill half asleep on the hearth, like a 
huge tom-cat, and giving hima kick to enlighten him on the subject of his 
return, he drew off his boots, placed the soles to the fire to dry, and then 
set himself to work to make out his report. Here was the time for Phill 
to be revenged. It was quite a picture [can tell you, to have seen the 
rough features ofthe last of the Gimblet family, bent over a dirty scroll 
of some forty or fifty hard names, checking here and dotting there, and 
Phill with his hard, good-humored face resting on his hands, looking 
first at the Colonel and then at the boots, the soles of which now began 
to smoke vigorously. Impulsively Phill poked the fire, and grinned as 
the hot blaze whizzed up the chimney. He cast another sinister eye at 
the boots, which were fast curling up and cracking by the heat. 

“*Colonel??”’ said Phill, “I think!’ “ Well,” grunted the Colonel, 
with a spasmodic twitch of the pen at the interruption. 

“ «I think, (that’s two, said Phill to himself.)’ " ‘“ Well, whatthe devil 
is ityou do think?” “Why” continued Phill, choking with smoke. 
“*I think, Colonel, them boots is burning !’”’ 

“You should have seen the Colonel. He fairly screamed with 
rage as he rescued his now footless boots from the flame,and dashed them 
at Phill’s head. He never was heard to tell anybody after that to think 
more than once before they spoke once. 





A DOMESTIC SCENE. 


A Young Mother seated in the midst of a dozen old ones—that is old 
mothers: she looks inexpressibly tender at her first born, a fat chubby 
little fellow, with eyes very much like his father’s, but with certainly his 
mother’s pretty nose. 

Young Mother.—(joyously)—The dear little creature is getting on so 
nicely ; it’s beginning quite to take notice. 

First Mother of a fami y.—(blandly)--Oh! My dear! That is not tak- 
ing notice; it’s only the wind. : 
Second ditto.—You should give ita little Dill Water, dear; you would 

find, &c., &c. 

Third ditto.— Well, if it was my child, I should, &c., &c. 
Fourth ditto.—Now, when I was nursing my little Grecory, 1 

used, &c., &c. 

Fifth ditto.—Well, now, I would not for the world thata baby of 

mine &c., &c. 

Sizth ditto.—Indeed, I have known children obliged to endure the 

most horrible agony, &c., &c. 

Serenth ditto.— Depend upon it, and you know IJ have had a large 
family—and if you will be advised by me, &c., & 





c. 
(Young Mother becomes quite bewildered and gives herself up to despair. 
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CLEAR THE TRACK! I’M COMING. 





THE WAY THE ELEPHANT WENT THE FIRST NUMBER, 


Was “particular Jesse !’” to all opposition! It is needless to say that 
he went through the city by day light; and had the misfortune to kick 
over in his progress a gentleman with particularly long ears. We hope 
he did not hurt him! But the next time, he mustlearn wisdom, and 
keep out of the way, for it is needless to tell him that when the E:zrn- 
ant puts his foot down to a thing—it’s thar ! 





THE PIONEERS OF NEW YORK. 


For the especial edifica- 
tion of those who may 
haveread Mr. Hoffman’s 
address before the St. Ni- 
cholasSociety of N.York, 
but who have little idea 
of the character—coop 
OLD KyickeRBOCKER 
GENTLEMAN!—often men- 
tioned therein in connex- 
ion with the planting and 
colonizing of New Neth- 
erland, our present good 
city of New York, we 
present the accompany- 
ing portrait. It will no 
doubt bring to fresh re- 

a EE collection a character 

: WE yf which it would seem, in 

\ ‘Ss our dear love of novelty, 

SS is fast melting away be- 

+S fore the modern fop, like 

a two-penny dip lighted 

atboth ends. However,as 

it will no doubt be asked 
what is our opinion as to 
the points disputed by 

Mr. Horrmay, we will 

state that we entered The 

Pioneers of New York 

a red hot, Puritanical 

witch-hanging Anglo- 

Saxon; but came out an 

Amster?*-"a Dutchman! 


GOES 


a 








SHAKSPEARE IMPROVED. 


Ir is stated in a French Journal that a Parisian writer has translated 
Shakspeare’s line, “ out brief candle!’ as follows: “ get out you short 
candle !""—Spirit of the Times. 
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NOTICES OF THE PRESS. 


Tue Eceruan? would, ifhe could, take 
off his trunk to the New York Press, and 
make them his bestbow. But, fortunate- 
ly for him, it is too firmly fixed. There- 
fore, he elevates his paw, pulls his fore 
\ hair down, and nods his head,—the sign 
y and token of a God !—for the many good 
things said of him during the last week. 
As he, of course, did not look chronologi- 
cally for these compliments, the reader 
will excuse him for giving them in the 
order in which he beheld them: First— 
S From the Tribune—A great sensation has 
been produced here by the arrival of the 
first number of the Ererwant. If I were 
addicted to the soft influence of mirth, me- 
thinks I could have Jaughed heartily at the 


many good things it contains !—Horace Gree- 
ley's Washington Letter. 


Thanks, worthy Horace! May your 





hair and coat never be whiter. 


From the Evening Post.—There! It is impossible to write a sober leader, with 
that paper before us. Our readers will know how to excuse one article on Free 
Trade: Vive L’ Elephant ! 


Good again, oh! Evening Post! May your verses never be less 
musical. 


From the Courier & Enquirer—What we think of the ELepnant, we have 
said elsewhere, (See another part of the paper). We should like to know, how- 
ever, what candidate the ELEPuanr is in for. 


From the Journal of Commerce.—If any body has an excuse for not saying his 


prayers on Sunday, it is he who reads the Etevuast before going to Church. 
Qr. Is not such fun a profanation of great talen 


A-hem ! Go it, Hale; you're a brick on such matters. 


From the Globe—We have discharged all our Reporters and assistant Editors 
for three weeks, to recover their gravity. The ELeruant fairly owes us for 
the loss of their services. 

From the Express —We issue an extra edition to supply a deficiency in our 


“ Spirit of the Press.” The Everuant has appeared, the humor of which ex- 
ceeds—our own! 


Mr. Brook’s, take our hat! 


From the Herald.—May heaven forgive our sins if we bust while reading the 
Exvernant. Le Jeune Editeur has dom nothing but cry after it ever since he 
pulled it out of our pockets. Mrs. B. says the paper Everuanrt is much funnier 
than those clumsey animals she took so much delight in viewing in the great 
French Menagerie—Paris. 

Frem the Evening Mirror—The Momuses of the Ereruant have snatched 
our humorous sceptre from our grasp. Alas! we shall never write fun more. 
The Mirror’s occupation’s gone. 


Why this is sensible of the Mirror, and we like sense. 


From the Sunday Dispatch—We hail the Etrruant with three times three, 
as the only humorous paper in the country. We hope he will not follow the 
lead of the John Donkey, and make an ass of himself before his ears have grown. 

We look upon the Donkey as a squirt—and its fun with becoming 
gravity. We shall follow the advice of the Dispatch. 

From the Sunday Times—The Errrnant—the first number of which was is- 


sued last week—is a capital paper. Keen wit! sharp satire! and irreproacha- 
ble good humor prevailin it. We notice every body buys it. 


Thank-ee, Majaw ! 

From the Mercury—The most diverting ELEPHANT we ever saw; and we 
think we have seen the animal before now. 

To all which, as in duty bound—the Prime Minister of Fun, lifts bis 
trunk thrice in the air in token of great gratitude. We acknowledge 
ourselves overcome for once. 





DARING BURGLARY. 

On Thursday night of last week, while the Elephant was taking a 
temporary snooze, some destitute villain or villains, entered our sanctum 
by means of fire and pick lock, evidently with the intention to rob our 
joke drawer. ‘They did rob us of about five hundred pennies, but as the 
burglars evidently wanted sense to break into an editor's office, we 
freely forgive them the plunder, if they will bring back the parcel of Jokes 
we had that day received through the post from some of the best wits in 
the country. It is impossible to lay the robbery at the door of any par. 
ticular person; but we have our eye on one whom we suspect to be the 


head and front of the offending. As we don’t value the money, we 
hereby caution the Press from receiving or negotiating the jokes so 
stolen from us, as on detection, we will prosecute to the utmost extent of 
the law. And we hereby particnlarly caution the John Donkey, that if 
anybody should offer to him a little joke, dressed in black and white, 
with a grey line of humor running through it from snout to tail, and 
crossed at right angles by astreak of party-colored wit, to detain the 
daring vender, and hand him over to the nearest police officer. Itis one 
of ours! 
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HORRIBLE ATTEMPT. 

Our criminal _ statistics 
cannot be considered com- 
plete until a new offence | 
that has lately become ex- | 
ceedingly prevalent is added 
to the record which is pub- 
lishedfrom time to time for 
the information of the pub- 
lic and the guidance of the 
legislature. The enormity 
to which we allude, thongh 
it has for years been recog- 
nized as on a par with lar- 
ceny, has not yet occupied 
the attention of any but the 
mere moralist. We refer 
of course to the atrociens 
habit of making puns, which 
has become at last more 
dangerous than the practice 
of picking pockets; for a 
man may baffle the pilferer, 











but against the punster it is 
impossible to be upon one’s 
guard at all times. A very 
sad case has lately happened 
to ourselves, from which we 
have not yet quite recov- 
ered. An individual re- 
spectably dressed, and 
having all the appearance 
of a tradesman in a good 
way of business, pounced 
out upon us from behind 
the 4 1-2 mile-stone on the 
Hammersmith Road, and 
placing aloadedconundrum 
to our brains, called upon 
us to “stand and deliver * | 
an auswer to the question, | 
“When is a chicken like a| 
policeman ?*’ We of course | 
had no alternative but to| 
surrender at once all our| 
self-respect, and to reply, | 
“ When he’s a cap(e)on.”’ 





























THE HUMANE SOCIETY, TO THE RESCUE! 





vive the terrors of the old 
days, when the highways 
were not safe: and for our 
own parts, we had as leave 
have a pistol presented to 
our heads as a pun, when 
we are not expecting it.— 
Punch. 





A DELICATE HINT. 


A native of the Emerald 
Isle lately went to consult 
the printer of a newspaper 
in a neighboring county, 
respecting his runaway ap- 
prentice. The printer pro- 
posed to admonish him in 
the usual form, to advertise 
him, only jist to give him 
ahint” After various at- 
tempts at framing a suitable 
notice, the following was 
suggested by himself as all 
sufficient, namely : 

‘* Patrick Flaherty would 
inform his apprentice, 
Timothy Dougherty, that 
he does not wish to expose 
him, but gives him the hint 
to return to his master and 
serve out his indenture like 
a good boy, or else he will 
be advertised in the news- 
papers.” — 














A Paisley manufacturer 
having got, by accident, a 
cut across his nose and 
having no court-plaster at 
hand, stuck on his upfor- 
tunate proboscis one oi his 
gum tickets, on which was 
the usual  intimation— 
“ Warranted three hundred 
and fifty yards long !” 





Ni 


EN \ 
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object, our assailant madd | 
off, apparently well satistied 


which are calculated to re-| cold morning! 


Having accomplished his‘) cra 


Member of the H. Soc.—(Speaking to dog.)—My fine Towler, don’t you see 
with the result of his| here’s a poor devil in the water? Do you want him to drown? 

unjustifiable proceeding.—| Towler.—Do pray take a pinch of snuff! You see, my dear fellow, I’m not a| office, or that thief, Macro- 
Something should be imme-| member of the society for saving drowning people! I’ve thought some of changin 
diately done to protect the | with humanity; but as I shall get more cuffs than hot rolls by the bargain,—I—I—can’t| looks that there is money 
public from these attacks, | afford to save your friend! What do you say yourself to a duck in the water this|in it, and call for it before 


“Don’t be afther forget- 
ting, dear Jenny, to take 
out this letther directly 
when it comes to the post- 


ny’s wife will know by your 





it gets there.” 





CONSCIENCE SAMPH. 

Any letters here for me!” said a tall, raw-boned gent from the interior 
yesterday, as he poked his hand into the square opening at the post 
office, thereby confronting Eph directly in the face. ‘Any letters for 
me in this grocery?’ ‘Your name, Sir?’ 

‘ Name, Sir, my name is Conscience—Conscience Samph. I’m in 
from the Wabash with peaches, and such a cussed, all fired town as this 
I reckon don’t grow every whar. Do you live here ?? 

‘Certainly. Why, what’s the matter?’ 

‘Why, stranger, I'll tell ye. Got in town late last night, went to the 
theatre to see the Lady of Lyons, but I reckon ’twas a humbug, for thar 
wasn’t the sign of a Lion no whar. Sol went home disappointed. 
Hadn’t mor’n got home when they cried fire. Got to the spot and 
worked like natur, comin’ back they had cut the bridge in two, and, 
splash—down in the drink I went. I hollered and reckon I made some 
noise, but got out on the same side I wentin. Wal, you see I didn’t 
gain much by the operation.—When I got back, found some boys had 
tuk my horses to ride a quarter; got thar just in time to see old gray 
beat by three lengths. ‘ Well now, stranger, old gray is the best horse, 
and he oughtn’t to been beat. Butwhen I went back the scamps had 
stole all my peaches but four bushels; soI wrote to the mayor for dama- 
ges. Is the letter here?’ 

Upon being answered in the negative, and concluding he had been at- 
tentively listened to, he invited all hands to licker, which was of course 
refused. Upon seeing the placard ‘No Eastern mail beyond St. 
Josephs,’ our hero thought that must be ‘right smart chance ofa place,’ 
to send a mail all alone here, where there was such a raft of people to 
read the news, and, next to Chicago, ‘allowed’ St. Josephs must be a 
kingdom of atown.—Chicago Journal. 

















A TOUGH STORY. 


Our Uncle Ezra is ia the habit ‘sometimes of “ stretching the truth,’ 
a vicious sort of propensity, from which the rest of the family are singu- 
larly free. We heard him tell Snooks a rather severe tale, one day last 
week, which we have conc!) Jed to give to the world: 

“ When I lived in Maine,” said he, “I helped to break up a piece of 
ground; we got the wood off in the winter, and arly in the spring we 
begun to think of ploughin’ on’t. Itwas so consarnedly rocky that we 
had to get forty yoke of oxen to one plough—we did, faith—and I held 
that plough for more than a week. F thought Ishould die. It e’en al- 
most killed me, I van. Why, one day I was holdin’ and the plough hit 
a stump, which measured just nine feet and a half through it—hard and 
sound white oak. The plough split it, and I was going through the 
stump, when I happened to think it might snap together again, so I just 
threw my feet out, and I had no sooner done this, than it snapped together 
taking a smart hold on the seat of my pantaloons. Of course, I was 
tight, but I held on the handles, and though the teamsters did all they 
could that team ofeighty oxen couldn’t tear my pantaloons, nor cause 
me to let go my grip. At last though, after letting the cattle breathe, 
they gave another strong pull together, and the old stump came out 
about the quickest ; it had monstrous long roots, let me tell you. My 
wife made the cloth for them pantaloons, and I hain’t worn any other’ 
kind since.” 

The only reply Snooks made was—“ I should have thought it would 
have come hard on your suspenders.” 





Nature seems to have contemplated a peculiar race of juveniles ex- 
pressly to become Newsboys! 
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AFFECTING SCENE AT THE COURT MARTIAL. 


General Kearney. Wo are rou Grinwine at? 
Colonel Benton. (Ugh!) I suouL» Like To KNow WHO you arg Grinnino at? 


— 











BRIAREUS BY PROXY. 


Oh! Wonderful Jures Jani !—still more wonderful Monsieur ALEx- GOOD ADVICE. 
aspgrR Dumas! (and, how could you do so, Atexanpger?) We can 
imagine the turbulent billows of the Loire, sweeping everything be- 
fore them, like the fame of Dumas, that Briareus of lies—we mean liter- 
ature !—bat we are not prepared for the exhibition of Smita writing the men in the street so!” 
books of Jonzs: we would as soon expect to see breathing done by, « Why, your honor, what could I do?” 

Proxy. But we are far behind Paris; and the following will tell how) . « po? humph! you might open an office and issue copper stock.” 
literary fame is acquired there! “ But who would buy :.?* asked the beggar as if he saw much 

“They say,” says Jules Janin, “that during the inundation of the Loire, peason in the plan. 

Hey CE pt a ae pon wg by omether pom dy hy Sones “* Oh, a that sees your face: I’m sure thero’s brass enough 


an enon pms ay ho ty ge of his tottering house—) i, it to set twenty companies to mining.” 


“ My Dear, Sir,” said a sharp featured little gentleman to a saucy 
, fellow who had asked him to bestow a small trifle on a poor starving 
creature,—“ My dear Sir, you might do much better than stop gentle- 
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HOW TO BORROW AN UMBRELLA! 


One of those rainy days last week our friend Hight Dwuggins, was in 

town, and Hight and ourself had been taking a walk in Broadway, in 

the morning which was mild and pleasant, before ‘the drink’ began to 

fall. Notthat Hight had any particular desire to “ See the Elephant”— 

he was well acquainted with the animal from his youth up. Had met 

it onthe banks of the Senegal and the Ganges; seen it in the groves of 
Senegambia and Trinchitipouly, and been introduced to his Ivory- 

Highness in New York, New Orleans, Texas and Tamaulipas. Butwe 

both liked to look upon others making their debuts in the court circles 

of the trunk-bearing emperor, and so we took a promenade in Broadway 

—the Prada of pick-pockets, the Alameda of angels, the Tuilleries of 
touchers, the Volksgarten of the various vivacious—in short Broadway.— 

Well! in the course of our walk it began to rain, i did, as ifthere was 

nothing better for i to do.— 

““Come!”’ said I to Hight as the big drops splashed on the pavement 

“let us stop at Beebe’s and buy an umbrella!” ; t 

“ Buy an umbrella?’ exclaimed Hight “don’t think of it!’’ 

“« What shall we do then, get wet?” 

“‘ Borrow one!” 

“« Borrow an umbrella ?—hem! I never borrow—and you who might, 

know no one to victimize !”’ 

“Victimize!” said Hight indignantly, “I never victimize any one— 

I'll bet you oysters that I borrow one at the next hotel we come to—yes 
and tell no untruths either !” 

“ Done and done”—and done it was. 

The nearest hotel we reached happened to be R n’s and Dwug- 
gins advanced smilingly to the Clerk’s desk, and with that polite sober 
suavity which distinguishes him, said to the official, ‘‘ my umbrella if 
you please !” 

“Is this it?”’ asked the clerk exhibiting a very fine silk one from 
among a numerous pile behind his counter. 

“No, Sir, that is mot it!’’ 

“ Nor this, nor this, nor this !”’ 

“No, no! my umbrella has a buck-horn handle !—It’s fifty miles off 
however,” said he to me aside. 

“ Perhaps you leftit in your room?” suggested the clerk. 

“No Sir!” said Dwuggins, “I’m very confident I did not leave it up 
stairs—I’ll swear to it!”’ 

“Wellthen!” cried the elerk in despair “I suppose I must have 
handed it by mistake to some other gentleman—he’ll return it doubtless, 
in the meantime Sir, take mine !”’ 

“Thank you, taank you!” and Dwuggins and myself departed with 
the prize. It was returned with Hight’s best compliments in an honr 
after, and the same night we paid the oysters. We have headed this 
article ‘“‘ How to borrow an umbrella!”—but we advise all borrowers, 
not to “try iton,” for—a word to the wise—our circulation is ten 
thousand, and after this, perhaps the bar-clerks will have seen the Exz- 
PHANT. 

















Tue Arts serving THe Devit sy Starvation.—lIt is a remarka- 
ble fact that all the inventions of the present century are for shortening 
labor, shortening work, shortening the means of livelihood and expedit- 
ing death. For instance, we have machines to do the work of a thou- 
sand men, thus throwing them out of ». and then we have machines 
for blowing them out of the way by blowing them into eternity. 





Queen Victoria is said to have a horse that no one can ride but her- 
self; that horse is said to be an ass, that ass abull, that bull John Bull; 
| and little Vic is the only one that can ride him. 





TOUCHING LAMENTATION. 
It is very afflicting to Uncle Sam’s Secretary of the Treasury that the 
Mexicans will obstinately persevere in their struggle to save themselves 
and their country from falling into the hands of an invading foe. 
“What!” cries the enraged Secretary, “ won’t the fools yield peacea- 
bly’ Will the darned wretches continue tobe drawing on me to support 
their patriotism? cuss °em! They ought to know that every day they 
hold back from bowing to the superiority of Uncle Sam’s demands, costs 
him $200,000! 





Tue Pircrimace.—The object of Man’s pilgrimage on earth is to 
carry his head ; and so long as he carries it higher than his body, even so 
long lasts his pilgrimage: but in that moment when he permits it to fall, 
even at that moment he dies—as witness the miserable wretches who 
cease to exist when their heads are taken from them by the executioner! 





The Ecxrnart thinks that the Harlem Rail Road must be in capital 





LOVERS’ QUARRELS. 


The Sunday Dispatch, for the disgracefully personal attacks on Mrs. 
Bennett, is soon to receive its reward from a jury of twelve. We know 
nor care nothing of the causes of the dispute between that paper and the 
Herald; but we do know, the Dispatch, if it had been actuated by that 
high feeling of chivalry which should never desert a man or his pen 
either, would have hesitated before it attacked, with a spirit so vitupera- 
tive, a talented lady—as Mrs. Bennett evidently is. As for Mr. Bunnzrr, 
he may obtain—should obtain, a verdict for the personal assault on his 
wife ; but for himself, he scarcely deserves a verdict against the Dispatch, 
or the Dispatch against him. We would say to both of them as Frederick 
theGreat did to two of his officers who wanted to fight a duel—“ You shal] 
fight till one of you is killed, and thenI will hang the other.” 





PALO ALTO. 


[WRITTEN FOR THE ELEPHANT.] 
Cotvumsra needs no armed show 
To guard her wide-stretched borders; 
For when a foe dares strike a blow, 
Her sons but ask for orders. 
Yes, Palo Alto tells the story, 
How well her sons can strike for glory. 


They muster’d strong in serried ranks, 
In columns close and steady ; 
In front, on flanks, the good steel clanks ! 
But there was Rough and Ready. 
And Palo Alto told the pa b 
How well our sons can strike for glory! 


Thrice numb'ring more our brothers tried, 
Though thrice they had been counted; 
Stretch’d on each side our foes in pride, 
Artill’ry, foot and mounted. 
Yet Alto Palo told the story, 
How Freedom's sons can strike for glory. 


“We'll not retreat, we'll make a stand!” 
Said they. Said we, “we'll make them!” 
And then our band, heard that command 
Of Taytor “Go and take them!” 
And Palo Alto told the sory. 
How volunteers can strike for glory. 


Yes! like a Norther’s gulf-born blast, 
Against their columns dashing; 
We fell full fast—swept on and past 
Our sabres fiercely flashing. 
In ink blood-red we wrote the story, 
How Freedom's sons can strike for glory. 


’T was done! the victory was gained, 
They fled or fell all gory, 
And battle-stained, unbroke remained 
Our ranks the sons of glory. 
And Palo Alto told the story, 
How Freedom’s sons deserve their glory. 


Nor will we sadly mourn the dead, 
Who died when vic’tory cheer’d them; 
Their tife-blood red not vainly sped. , “ 
To millions death endear’d them. 
For Palo Alto tells the story, 
How Freedom's sons can strike for glory. 


Yes, long shall Brown’s, shall Ringold’s name, 
In patriot hearts be cherished; 
And long shall fame their deeds proclaim 
Till time itself has perished. 
Till all forgotten is the story, 
Of Palo Alto’s field of glory. 





Painful Absurdity.—It is stated that the Ministers of Edinburgh have 
objected tothe use of Chloroform in obstetric cases, by which pain is miti- 
gated, on the ground that God in consequence of the fall, ordained 
man to be brought forth in sorrow ! 





Wuat Fun !—Mr. Hoffman in his “ Pioneers of New York” says 
«our graceless Knickerbockers danced around the May-Pole in the 
Bowerie, while the Puritan Anglo-Saxons burned witches at Salem " 
Oh! the rascals! 











A quick repLy— My boy,” said a wag to a sharp featured little fel- 
low: “ Can you inform me who it was that struck Mr. William Patter- 
son?” “ Yes, sir,” said the urchin, with a saucy twitching of the mus- 
clesof thelip. “It was the man in the green spectacles vot owns the 
black dog.”” The wag was fairly bagged by his own game. 





Notice To CorrEsPonDENTs.—Susan Poplin will be attended to next week 
—A Small Scrap is too small for our purposes; we like good jokes, if they are 
old, but we don’t like quotations from Mamma Goose ! 








repair, because they are always mending it. 


“ One who has secn you ‘some’” will be thought of. 
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STRUGGLING AGAINST FATE. 

One of the (rather long eared) contributors to the John Donkey, puff- 
| ing it in the Philadelphia North American, says : 
| That such a work can be sustained in our country—not only by the requisite] 
Pt tact, but by acompensating patronage—we see no reason to doubt. The 
',ondon Punch hasone advantage overall its competitors in the line of satire; its 
| objects are better known, and their individualization in caricature is every- 
| where recognized. London is the heart of Great Britain, and everybody looks 
to it for the life blood of fun, as well as of government. In our country every 
| State is an empire, and every capttal in its sphere, a London. Hence it is that 
| john Donkey is compelled to harp perhaps too frequently on a few known and 


| noted political personages, &c., &c. 


| And hence, too, the very reason why the Donkey cannot “ go’—All the 
wolloping, by puffs, in creation will never make him budge an inch. 
Perhaps, if a cabbage were held out to him, he might make an effort, 
but as there is very little substance in the heads of the Donkey's contribu- 
tors—very little to invite the humblest Jackass—even that will prove a 
failure. The difficulties and destiny of this funny paper have been 
truthfully stated above, and a very lamentable confession it is, too. But 
\there are other reasons than those set forth for its ultimate failure by 
| the short-sighted Donkey of the North American: its utter destitution of 
the elements of success, such as are possessed in an eminent degree by 
| Punch and the Eterpnant. The Donkey has neither humor nor satire ; 
\its fun is spasmodical, like the puff above, and the reader is perpetually 
‘compelled to laugh at its contributors rather than with what they con- 
\tribute. The Evernanr is the only entirely comic paper in the country 
whose humor is broad and comprehensive, like the eternal ocean itself; 
and when the Donkey concludes to stand up to the rack of real wit, in- 
stead of dealing in pointless scraps of personality and caricature, there 
| may be a small chance for him, and then but a small one ! 








MISTAKES CAUSED BY THE FOG. 

It will be recollected that in a former number we chronicled some curi- 
| ous discoveries that occurred in the streets in consequence of the thick- 
|ness of the atmosphere—discoveries which, by the bye, were made by 
jourselves. Wehavea few more to add to the list: one was a case ex- 
|tremely provoking. It was that of Mr. Jones, who accidentally stumbled 
\upon Mrs. Jones, while making her exit from——the wrong house! On 
‘being taxed with the treachery the reply was, “ Oh, my dear, the fog, you 
|know.” Of course Jones cursed the fog! Bu: it appears that though 
| the darkness has passed away from the streets not so with that which 
\iteaused in the mind. Fog in the mind became the prevailing epidemic. 
| Several Gentlemen who were indebted to us for our last number, evaded 
jour collector by the cry, “The fog!’ Merchants Cle rks were run- 
‘ning in all direetions in pursuit of physicians, to send to their creditors, 
| ering the influence of the epidemic might make them forgetful of their 
obligations. Indeed, we know of no branch of business which the Fog 
- not influence. Even it attacked the editors; one particular instance of 
its ravages with that highly respectable class, occasioned us great distress. 
A Morning paper, determining to give the ELvepuant a first rate notice, 
| abused us roundly; and on being taxed withit, he murmured, “The fog!” 
\“Oh! the devil take the fog,” exclaimed we, and left him in his mental 
ng 

More Accipents sy tae Foc.—We understand that Mr. Snook’s 
celebrated speech in the Senate, on the Mexican war, and which was to 
have been conveyed by Telegraph to the Herald, was delayed in conse- 
quence of the Fog. —~ 

Sti. FurtHer.—Ever since the prevalence of the Fog, Bennet 
has been totally unable to write a paragraph in which the Herald does not 
occur a dozen times—all owing to the Fog. 
| Fricatrut.—The Caledonia was compelled to leave without the New 
| York Mail, inconsequence of the steamer Traveller getting lost in the 
fog. 

Wit THERE BE No END?—A very wealthy gentleman actually paid his 


butcher’s bill on the first presentation, by mistaking him for his wine mer 
chant—in the Fog. 





MEN, NOT PRINCIPLES. 
The Courier, under its famous heading, “ Principles, not Men,” pub- 


lishes along article on the Regeneration of Mexico. We can tell the 


Courier, that if Mexico is to be regenerated— Men must do it, as well as 
Principles. 


eee: 











MAGNIFICENT AUSPICES. 

By the activity of our friends, together with the untiring industry of 
our Agent, Mr. Graham, the E.eruant is enabled to make his bow to 
the public, with a list of over five thousand Subscribers! But we have 
been compelled to print many thousand more to meet the transient sale 
in the street. In the course of a few weeks we hope to present a 
phalanx ten thousand strong,and we would respectfully urge every one 
who may take an interest in our paper, to put their shoulder to the wheel 
in good earnest. We mean to present some magnificent illustrations in 
the course of the coming months; and, as we do not intend to print any 
back numbers, those who wish to keep their files complete will do well 
to buy early, or send their names in. The price of the Erxrnant 
will be only ONE DOLLAR a year, payable in advance—or Turner 
CENTS PER WEEK, payable to the Carriers. 





TO ADVERTISERS. We design issuing, as a supplement to our 
next number of the Ecerwant, (and to continue regularly thereafter, ) 
an entirely new and original advertising sheet. It will be designated as 
The City Advertiser, and will consist of four pages beautifully and legi- 
bly printed. We think when advertisers shall become acquainted with 
our plan they will find it to their interest to patronise us. Advertise- 
ments will be inserted at the low rate of five cents a line—and no more 
lines charged than actually printed. We shall issue a large number 
which will be distributed in every part of the city. Those who wish 
their business advertised by us will please hand in their favors to Mr. 
Graunam, Tribune Buildings. 

Advertisements to be paid for after the first insertion. 





RISING FEMALE GENERATION. 

Ma.—My dear child, why don’t you study your lessons? Here’! be 
the professor within an hour, and I declare you hav’nt struck a note the 
whole morning. 

Miss.—(12 years old)—La, Ma, it is impossible to study all the time 
you know. It quite fatigues one: and besides, to tell you the truth, 
(whispering) my head is so filled with young men, that I find it impossi- 
ble to think of anything else! 





THE ‘‘ STRIPED PIG’? OUTDONE. 

‘Is the Cape Ann stage in?’ inquired two gentlemen of the bar- 
keeper ofa hotel in Portsmouth. 

‘Yes, sir,’ was the reply. ‘'T'wo back seats inside,’ said one of the 
gentlemen, and they both left the room. In a moment after, a single 
gentleman came in. ‘The Cape Ann stage in?’ inquired he. 

‘Yes, sir,’ said the bar-keeper.”? ‘One back seat inside’ responded the 
gentleman, and went into the back room. In this way several entered, 
some engaging back seats inside, some two or three took front seats in- 
side, and one man took an inside seat. 

I remarked to the bar-keeper that there wasa great deal of travel on 
the Cape Ann route, observing at the same time, that it was a little strange 
that passengers should prefer a stage to the railroad; besides, how do 
you find so many back seats? 

The bar-keeper looked shy, put his finger to his nose, and winked. I 
was a little suspicious before, but at this mancuvre I knew there was 
mystery, and, determined to find it out, commenced questioning him. 
He looked wise, twisted himself a little, and said, ‘then you don’t know 
the secret’? ‘No,’ said I, ‘but [havea greatcuriosity to do so.” A 
gentleman who entered, overheard the last of our conversation, and com- 
ing up to me said, ‘ Friend, I’}l let you into the secret: but beforeI can 
do it you must engage a seat.? ‘ Very well,’ saidl. He went up to the 
bar and inquired of me, what seat I would take; I replied, that the stage 
was pretty well fille) inside, therefore I would prefer an outside. We 
went into the next room, where several were drinking, and sat down.— 
Soon after a waiter eame in, bearing a glass of brandy and water, and 
‘one of lemonade. The mystery was solved, the secret brought to light, 
and I was astonished. 

So many back seats inside, were so many glasses of brandy and water 
(strong). The front seats inside were so many glasses of gin and sugar. 
The two outside seats were two glasses of lemonade, one which I was 
fortunate enough to choose. 

Soon after this discovery, the travel on that route began to fail. The 
cold water folks broke it up entirely.— Boston Emancipator. 





This being Leap-year, it is permissible for ladies to select their part- 
ners ata ball. They may walk across the floor, extend their hand to a 
gentleman, curtsey, and say—‘‘ The pleasure of your hand in the next 
set, sir??? The gentleman must take her arm, and stand up on the floor. 
On no account can he decline.— Dispatch. 
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THE PROGRESS OF SONG. 


Since the National Reformers, the Anti Renters, and the Fourier, or Progress Party, have originated their poets and ballad writers, wl.ose 
peculiar province it is, to write the deeds of their favorite sects, we do not see why the Phrenologists should be behind the age with respect to 
illustrative rhymers. Indeed it is making a bridge of the nose of a class of philosophers who have for a long gee been making ladders of 
other people’s skulls. But we come to the rescue of Phrenological poetry as we do of everything else that is deserving. 





PHRENOLOGICAL LECTURES. 
[NOT BY FOWLER AND WELLS.]} 


Ladies and Gentlemen, this cast displays a combination He committed the atrocity a little boy of killing, 
Of Benevolence deficient, with excessive veneration; For a silken pocket-handkerchief, a pencil case, and shilling ; 
Destructiveness is very large, Acquisitiveness ample ; For cruelty he oft was fined—had once been tried for arson ; 
Of a criminal development this head is an example. But in Newgate was remarkably attentive to the parson. 
Bow, wow, wow! Bow, wow, wow! 
(This man was executed) ee eae !) 
Bow, wow, wow! w, wow, wow! 





PULLING WOOL OVER WOOL’S EYES. TELEGRAPHIC POETRY. 


An anecdote of some of our Natchez boys is given. Itseems thatthe! Boxsy, our established Poet, having read in our Jast an Epigram ona 


daughter of the alcalde of Buena Vista was married, and Ned Saunders, | « 9 ant re b 3 tt, of the Herald, writes us 
Tom Bertha and Pat O'Rourke, were invited to attend the dancing | . Slash enale,”, anbd to bone hee seeh hey enmnae meen 


° “ . i , ’ 
party given in honor of the occasion. Application was accordingly |" great ill-nature, and says “he intended a similar one,’ but as he wasa't 
made to Gen. Wool for permission to go, but the General not having | quite soon enongh, he takes the liberty of enclosing the following: 
found anything about dancing in his books on tactics and discipline, re- Bennett. he received a hundred dollars, 

fused the request. Now here was a dilemma Our messmates were Black Mail, and conldn’t dispose of it for his life ; 
equally as determined to see some of the fun and enjoy some of the Bat the way he got rid of it, was as follows: 
dancing with the girls at the party, as General Wool was that they should He thought he'd just ask Mrs. Bennett. 

stay in camp that night. Buthow to effect their object was a matter of === 























profound though somewhat vexatious study. In the midst, how- | 

ever, of their plans and schemes, none of which promised to secure the | THE ELEPHANT 

objects so dear to them, Pat was taken suddenly ill, and swore by all the | Will be published on Saturday of each week, and in order to place it with- 
Saints he must be carried to the hospital, or he would die entirely ; | in the means of every person in the United States. it will be mailed to subseri- 
and immediately poor Saunders and Bertha, with sad hearts, rolled Pat | ®€** °” the following low terms ;— 

up, all dressed as he was in his best apparel, in a blanket, and taking a ONE DOLLAR A YEAR, INIADVANCE. 

corner in each hand, with the watchword of “a sick man for the hospi- Three Cents a single copy, payable to the carriers. 

tal,” they soon passed the sentry. When out of hailing distance, Pat | 6 Copies for - - $5,00. 
exclaimed, “ Boys, let me down aisy: we've pulied wool over ould | Oe ocr caeieh mes A Z : 1008. 

Wool’s eyes, and now let's be afther the dance,” and away they scam- | _- dots x = — 


i : i bscribers or 
pered to the wedding, where the adventure was soon told, which ren-| A™y Post-Master, or other persons sending a club of twelve Su 46 
dered the boys, and Pat in particular, the lions ef the evening. They | mere, will eases Sie = a tae Ngee A et oath  — > A 
d . 2 — - 2 A | Pages ; The Indian in his Wigwom, by ScrooLrorart; or such othe po 
returned to camp next morning, reported their sick comrade well, and | works.as may be issued from the Press, as a premium. 
the whole of them ready for duty.—It is said, however, that Gen. Wool, | {¢"Orders, containing remittances, and all Communications intended for 

















baving some inkling of the trick that was played off on him, has deter- | the Exeruanr, must be addressed to ° 
mined that for the future, when there is any fun going on in town, | W. H. GRAHAM, 


. . , 6 > es . al Wholesale Agent, 
there are to be no sick men, particularly from the Mississippi regiment, Ge Tribune Buildings, New-York, 
taken to the hospital.—N. O. Picayune. | Post-iMasters and others will please send in their Orders as soon as possible, 




















